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A DRESS REHEARSAL 
_“ Despite his many little eccentricities, I really cannot help admitting that Poor Papa is a man of most versatile talent. In order to advertise his ‘ Christmas 
Holidays,’ which you know will be ready next Monday, he thinks of taking a short engagement at the principal London music-halls, and singing 
Angelo Asher and Richard Morton’s screamingly comic song, to be given away with the number. At a private rehearsal the other night Poor Papa 


appeared in character as the ‘Ghost of Mildew Hall,’ and was completely successful in scaring everybody present into fits,” —Toorsts. 
® 
THE MAN WHO DID—AND WAS SORRY FOR IT. THE DANCING MAN. 


In 1807 a rich and respected man named Ponterie lived at 


five daughters, and two sons. One daughter, Cécile, a 
Ladys d irl of seventeen years of age, is the heroine of this 
story. 
Life fe provincial France is anything but gay, and 
was dull enough. Now and again, however, in 
the winter time, there were parties, dinners, and dances at 
the best houses in the town, and at all Cécile, who, it was 
keeown, vo mene a — me marriage porkon, wee s 
welcome C one ese poor, pretty, empty-heade 
ore met her fate. Whata on —— ti 
was @ young man, one Hilaire poe: looking, 
5 ap wi orant, utterly 
worthless ; but he could dance. In those days, as in these, 
there were not many male dancers. This dashing 
young fellow, who, by-the-way, was penniless, save for what 
small sums by way of pocket-money his mother could 
supply him with, was the idol of the young ladies, and easily 
captivated Cécile, 
hough we hear a great deal of talk at the present time of 


up-to-datishness, they were much more up to date at the 


Mfrs. Crushly, My dearest Mr. Merriman, I haven't f ! (To her end of the last century, and ever somuch more immoral. A 
husband.) Th is an old sweetheart of ‘Ado mn, We aes Mr. Crushly. You are an entire stranger to me, sir; but if what my wife says Parisi oe ad fai h f th 
a ri ec is correct—permdt mete congratulate you pen your providential etcape Genie cid sentey towne: coal (deans Jack 


378 
Tlilnire had the reputation of being a “merretilieuz” and an 


“amiable libertin.” » 

Stern and puritanical, Cécile’s father received the young mans 
advances very conaiy, and he was not invited to the house. Never- 
theless, passionate love-letters passed between the Arve couple, 
and after a while the girl found an opportunity of visiting her 
married sister, whose husband, a doctor, lived at a village some 
distance off. Here the lover. who had taken a lodging hard by, 
met her frequently in a wood near the sister 6 house, and did his 
“ene - arresd the news of his good fortune, his object being to levy 

eK mall, 

The tidings of this unfortunate attachment soon reached the 
father and mother. Cécile was brought home. Her father 
obtained possession of some of the letters Hilaire had written, and 
at once saw what a rascal he had to deal with, The affair, how- 
ever, the parents tondly hoped, was now at an end, and the adven- 
turer got rid of; but the parents were mistaken, By the aid of a 
servant the correspondence still continued, and Hilaire o 
access to the house, 

On February 26th the family, with the exception of Cécile, who 
went to her room about nine o'clock, were playing at whist until 
ten, when the mother, wishing to get some linen con in a cup- 
board in the girl's chamber, tried the door and found it locked. Her 
cries brought the father to the spot. Hilaire was there. The door 
‘war forced, The father scized him by the throat and well-nigh 
strangled the life out of him. 

Not quite, however, though he thought he had, and sent for the 
nearest magistrate and doctor. Both these were venerable gentle- 
men who would not venture out late at night, but arrived next day 
about noon. The young man was removed to a small inn, where 
the day before he had put up, but he died very shortly afterwards, 

So far, we have told the story as time has proved its truth, but 

ublic opinion at the period was opposed to it, Hilaire wasa great 
avourite among a certain set, and his parents, who wanted to share 
the money he would have got if married to Cécile, put about the 
xtory that he had been tempted to come to the house with the 
father’s full knowledge, and murdered in cold blood. 

The greatest excitement prevailed. There were threats of burn- 
ing the old man s house—of lynching him. He fled for his life, but 
later on surrendered with the rest of his family for trial, when they 
were heavily fined and imprisoned. 

(Newt week, “ Rump-steaks and etceteras,”) 


BAK GARDIN. 
The Chapp wot sel that pennorth off sedes av bin round too sai 
itt wos a mistaik and want 2 Shiling. No feer. Billium and mo 
av ask im iff e think wee iss maikin’ five poundds a minnit like 


Barni Barnatoe. 
— 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
shonld inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Dv not inclose loose stamps. 


Lucky that you didn't, EUKIN; You could hardly fail to lose, 
Very sad, indeed, KILKENNY ; You can trace it to the booze, 
They were both distinct, A Reaper. You're mistaken, ARTHUR 
Lorp. Never in the “H.-H.”, BILLEE ; Those are things we 
can't afford. Grand attempt, we own, ADOLPHUS; Sorry that we 
haven't one: Yery disappointing, BACKER; Never even gota 
place, Inthe merry month of May, OF °84, it was, JOHN WHITE, 
Certainly, we came out weekly, Sv you see that you are right. 

—— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
Lhe Largest circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 monthe, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.c, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS : 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
ne ial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


————— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


Will be paid to the next-ot-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty — , who shall hep to meet 
with his or her death in a Hailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a o of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF- 
Hoipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 


United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 
—e 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—— 


After Service. 
Piadbiedys Don’t you think that the Rev. Mr. Proser is most awfully 
we 
yh I don't know; in fact, I thought during the sermon 
that he seemed quite in sympathy with his congregation. 
Brown, Hum! Ha! ell, yes, possible, for I noticed that at 
least half of them were asleep. * 


miper, bagtee Creditor. Well, of course, you know, after that I ups 
ie ber : him he was only a man of straw, aad what do you think 
8a! 
' Friend, Can't guess. 
Indignant Creditor, “ Ay, ay!” Did you ever hear such cheek? 
2s 


s 
The sub-editor has got the sack 
From the Comic Snips of Alabama, 
He'll never, never be taken back, 
Woe is me, Alhama! 
An issue Jately he dared to print 
Of the Comie Snips of Alabama, 
With never a joke about Trilby in’t! 
Woe is me, Albama! 


s 

Amateur Artist. Vout, my dear fellow, that isn’t a cow, it’s —— 

= Friend (anxious not to offend), Yes, 1 know ; I mean that thing 
her up. 

4 matcur Artist, But that’s a horse. 

Friend (wildly). Of course it is. I was referring to the—the 
animal in the distance. 

Amateur Artist (coldly), But that’s a sheep. 

Friend (popes Ts it, indeed?) Well, I'm awfully stupid; 
but, you see, 1 never was brought up in the country, 


* 
Mr. Smith, Flow is it you never hear of a woman putting money 
away fora rainy day ? 
Jira, Smith. What would be the use, dear? 
and spend it if it was a raipy day. 


She couldn't go out 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 60é,—The “Rate Collector” Costume. 


WEAK ON 


ANATOMY. 


The Hon, Millicent. Poor Oharlie Oxer had a bad fall with the hounds yesterday, 


T hear. 


Captain Bullfinch. Yaas, poor chap; broke his wish bone or something, hear. 


Horse Dealer, 1s it fast she is? Faith, she’s fast enough to go in double 
good-lookin' 


harness with your leddysbip, aud almost 


“Begor! I sighs for a shillin’, too— 
but divil a bit can Oi get it!" 


’ enough. 


Cis. How funny you look, Jack. 
What's the matter ? 

Jack, Hic !—been in—hic !—rain, and 
got wet—hic! 


(Saturday, November 80, 1895, 


puteua puddin cs = ee = ae paige é» contemplation, 

as oe Fo % nar oh! ae rd 
. 1 was 

whether you were showing me London or showing Londen tt t0 


s 
cls thee sine ell Well, rather, * 
the pa tke ake % Lng ny fourtra rasbery and vant e 

nce rn 01 % ° I: 
should think she was hd ’ sats : An ice girl—] 
s 


First Fair Buri Actress. Yes; 
play the Prince 1 shail have to proriae ey ad ene ret 
Second Fair Burlesque Actress (enviously), Never mind, d; 
ling, the little you'll wear can't cost you very much, Wats 

es 
s 
WHILE in the Park at Battersea 
Fair ladies trike and bike, 
We Lest _ feeli: 


May reach 


When the bloomer’s on the RYE!” 
s 


s 
wiring Child. 1 say, dad, what 7 
aries the Parlaacaters gre those Blue Books they 


rt? 
Parent, H'm—ah—well, 1 should say either F 
stories written by the New Woman. 7 bee Frremck "ao eels 
es 


s 


Tom. Old Brogby {s always telling people he's a self- 
Jack, He n % trouble ; nobody else is likely to papal 
the job. °° 5 


Mamma, 1 don't approve ot you calling vy Ye 
Dolly ; it isn’t respectful. You ghoul vay Mies Poker aah 
Dolly. All right, mummy, only I don't think she minds, she Jets 
papa call her darling and angel just as much as ever he likes, 
s 


s 
Town Nephew. There comes the beautiful Miss Jones. What ilo 
Toners % tale W. 11, with a little altorati 
ren Tncle. Well, with a little alteration sh HIdn't be Wu 
Toon Nephew. A little alteration, uncle? 2 de roa pene 
Country Uncle. Why, if she was a little lower in the heel, and 4 
ttle hig sof int Rapley a Les! avalon on {he head, and a littl 
larger roun e w 01 t min ing sev 
king with her. rac 


Lady (engaging new" servant). Well, yes, your last mistress 
seems to give you a fairly good pt Ralere] ; but whee canal, re 


want? 

Applicant (with immense dignity). 1 beg your , mem, 
my fees is £18 a year, beer money, and hevery ae sen 
hout. °° si 


First Low Comedian. Got a fat part, Blifkins? 
Second Low Comedian, Fat? That’s just what it is. Got to 
play the Ogre and eat a dozen children in the first scene. 
es 
s 

If ever 1 find my manly mind 

To matrimonial thoughts inclined, 

I'll marry a maid, by hook or crook, 

Who has learnt, in a Cookery School, to cook ! 


For your comic-joke-inditing fools 
Are so very “dead nuts” on Cookery Schools, 
That a firm belief to my cranium clings 
That Cookery Schools must be right good things! 
ss 
. s 
Musical Wife (who has been at it for the best part of tro hours). 
Shall I sing, “In Sweet September,” Jack? 
Unmusical Brute (horribly bored), Can't say, I'm sure; if you 
keep on squalling at the same rate, 1 don’t think you'll have 
enough voice left. *° 


Little Brother (looking up from his book). I say, Bob, what's 
Aurora mean ? 

Big Brother (testily). A roarer? Why, what every dashed 
horse I ever put any money on turns out to be, confound it. 

s@ 
* 

Guest (who is waiting for horse and trap). How do they charze 
for this vehicle, a the job or by the hour ; 

Conscientious Waiter. 1 dunno, sir. You eee, it’s all accordin: 
whether they brings you the rouse serve as can trot there aud 
back in no or the old mare with the spavin. 


Missionary’s Widow. Yes, it's—(s0b)—awful to think about post 
—(sob | ser George's fate; but what makes it so shocking is the 
thought the wretches cooked him with sage and onious—(s"4. 
sob)—and the poor darling never could stand onions. 

28 
s 

First Chum, What on earth induced Spouterby to go in for th 
Church, I thought he was mad to be an actor? . 
‘Second Chum. So he was ; but, you see, he couldn't get anybod; 


to listen to him from the stage—they must from the pulpit. 
ss 
s P f 
Teacher. Which animal most resembles a human being in its 
opie ie lephant. 
. Ane 
Papit. “Con 5 forgets inj d always pays oul 
Bk never fo an injury an : 
anyone who hurts him. *,° 


“] wish,” sighs Wandering Wantadoss, and shakes 
His touzled hair, “I wish as 1 could be 
A y-in-the-slot machine. It takes i 
e coppers in so blooming fast, you see ! 


“You'd soon be sick,” says Hungry Hookercrook, 
And in his eyes a laughing leer there lurks : 

“You'd soon be sick o’ that. *Cos, when it's took 
A penny in, it works, my boy, it works !” 


ss 
s 
Middle. Weight Champion, I don't think so much of lightnins 
as I used to. 


His Trainer, How's that? Heer 

Middle. Weight Champion, Why, I've been reading that it nev" 
hits twice in the same \. . sed! 

His Trainer (in alarm ). Charlie, Y pele getting overtrainc:: 
You'd never say such a thing as that if you werent weak, 

ss 
s 

Jones. What are you laughing at? ae 

Timms. My wife. It's wonderful how funny some women 1: 
Now, a week or two ago she bought a lovely walnut-wood Wa a 
Then she sets to work and embroiders a table-cover to put over © 
so as it shan’t get scratched, and now she's made a hol and er 
to go over that to keep it clean. Heaven only knows ay ie 
come next, but 1 guess she'll hand-paint it, and then it will wat 
another cover to keep it from harm. 


s 

y H 4 bout 
Possible Employer of Errand Boy, Well, 1 think you'll a oy 

do, but Pll moke Hs be and write to you fart her on the ae 
Poesible Errand Boy. sil, 

father’s doin’ time. 


"Tain’t no use writin’ to ‘im, 


Saturday, November 80, 1696.) 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 60.—THE WHITE Bear GIRL. 

I WATCH your every 
movement, dear ! 

Your voice I strain 
my ears to hear, 

And when your 


difference in 
My drink, if, when I 
ry r gin, 


A red full two hours shorter. 
And, every quarter hour or s0, 
I craved a tmy “go” of eax 
De vie: but a bit I'd know, 
Had the barman brought me 


O'er SLOPER’S sneering page my head 

Was bent, but ne’er a line } read : 

"Neath beetling brows my glances sped 
Towards your forms se 

The HAtF- UN, ina way, 

My rapt attention holds in sway; 

But for three hours I sheng; that day, 
I was bending o'er the Graphic / 


TOOTSIE AT THE DUKE OF YORK’S. 


1 pox’r believe in any theatre being bound to be a failure what- 
ever is tried at it. 

There have, now and then, been some queer shows put up here 
and there, At the Royalty, for instance; but it seems at last that 
it has got 
its slice of 
luck. The 
Shaftes- 
bury 
hitherto 
appeared 
to have had 
a somewhat 
dreary look 
out; but 
surely the 

Maneman 
should 
prove a 
draw. The 

Opera 
Comique 
has lately 
been de- 
nounced as 
a doomed 
house, but 
in times 
past a lot of 
money had (| 
been made Mrs, Metcombe > 
at it, and Miss H. Watson. 


“The brave old Dook o’ York, 
. With a ‘underd thousing men, 
He marched ‘em to the top o’ the ‘ill, 
And marched ’em down agen.” 

A strategetic manceuvre that has always puzzled me. 

But the present Duke of York is a ag one, and it was a good 
idea to name the theatre after him. e theatre, too, as well as I 
can judge, is doing = good business with Her Adrocate,and the 
trial scene, which is splendidly acted, is very powerful. Mr. Walter 
Frith, the author, has made an alteration since I first saw it, which 
is a great improvement. He has added a prologue that makes the 
ead much clearer and introduces the migsing “ Frank,” very well 
inpersonated by Mr. H. Stanford. 

Mr. Charles Cartwright, who has lately worked himself oe in 

his profession, is well-fitted with 

a asare also Mr. Somerset, 

Gertrude Kingston, Miss 

Henrietta Watson, and Mr. J. H. 

Barnes, and valuable assistance 

is rendered by the other members 
of a well-chosen company. 

As an extra attraction a little 


Mr. Edward Jones, and the boo 
Ls Mr. Henry Edlin, were, the 
night I paid the theatre a visit. 
quite to the taste of the audience, 
owing to the acting and singing 
of Miss Minnie Thu and Mr. 
T. P. Haynes. “I don't care a 
hang for the missus” brought 
down the house. 

So interesting a piece as Tler 
Adrocate, must, I should think, 
for some time to come, find many 
patrons; and 1 would strongly 
recom: you, my dears, to go 
and eee it. 

Who is it who settles what the 
public really wants? Certain! 
not the manager, His 
curtain four times out of six rises 
: on uncertainty. Certainly not the 
Mfrs, Field: Miss G. Krxcstoy. critic with his more or less cor- 


rect et ekg of the t and 

somewhat overwhelming up-to-date gush. He is often a oes way 

hes Certainly not the outside sat-upon author, with old ideas, long 

Nouent to be safe, or the Jack-in-the-box with the new idea, 
obouy seems to be able to say what will and what will not do, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PILLS 


PRICE 9}° PER BOX (s0 PILLS). 
x 


RRR NURS R RRIRIN RUAN 
FATIGUE AND HEADACHES. 


—1o——— 


20 Princess Square, Plymouth, October 5th, 1895. 
DEAR SIRS,—1 was troubled with fatigue and 
headaches, which made me miserable and gare me nc 


heart for businces or pleasure; but you ‘a 
Pills ta completely cured my iwonblccome os 


| Youre gratefully, 


GEO. HANCOCK. 


NaN eT Ua 
Nee eee ee el re ee ed ed 


OF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND Dio. IN STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.¢. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 

mas certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- ese 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which _— 
under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 


Sone ies cares EADIE 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD LADIES 


4: ’ 
GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. LADIES 
No case hopeless, failure is a impossible, LADIES 
ns = Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 
“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, — ote 
nithough for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. LADI 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective) LADIES 
to my intense joy and surprixe.” 
A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
monials and medicine, which is Lg nyaghi 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- LADIES 


eftetatotatetetelolelatelelrelorefolol-r- 


ually sufficient for any case. LADIES 
Full particulars will be lady forwarded to LADIES 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
Write privately to— LADIES 

Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MBEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most effectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Scent free from observation by 


Dr. DAVIS, 268 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. DAVvIs’s little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
of a stamped addressed envelope, 


PORTENTS OF IMPORTANCE. 

THE evening would in all probability have been a lovely one if 
it hadn't been for the coldest, dampest, densest fog of early winter 
that had yet put in an appearance. it hung over the Mile End 
Road like a Shoe Laneite over a Fleet Street Bar, and all was dark 
and bee—we mean dreary. 

Hut lovers such as they were took little notice of the elements— 
leastways, he didn’t. Though the fog stung his eyes, and the dew 
ong to his first moustache, he thought only of the dear companion 
by his side. Presently, the sound as of a distant explosion 
sounded behind them, and the girl looked back. she did so 
she saw, dimly it is true, but high in the heavens, the pale new 


moon. 
“Oh, ’Arry!” she exclaimed, dejectedly, “I've seen the noo 
moon over my left shoulder : I’m in for a month's ‘ard luck.” 
“We will fight against it, Emma,” he replied, manfully. 
“Then you believe in signs, 'Arry?” she asked in ma languid 


tones. 

“ Strongly,” he assented. 

“So do I,” she continued, “and, most of all, in that one over 
there. Look!” She pointed to where a gas a behind a 
plate of lettered and embossed glass, with the ription— 


Primus Stewep EEgLs, 44 & 6a 


—and, ten minutes later, as Liha | vinegared his second four- 
nny basin, and gazed lovingly at all that was dear in life to him, 


marked : 
“Em, old gal, there's no bloomin’ superstition in these sort 0’ 
signs, is there? 


AN UNCANONIZED SAINT. 


THERE'S manv and manv a married man here in London who 
would go through hre ana water for his wife, live on dry bread for 
her, pre his last penny to her, but never again consent to wait 
outside a draper’s shop for her on a Saturday night. 

To etart with, she tells him an unnecessary lie. She “won't be 
two minutes,” she says, whilst she's inwardly tive that she 
doesn't want to come out under half-an-hour. But he waiw. He 
takes up his stand hard by several rolls of calico piled i the 
doorway and directly underneath a ect railway of clothes lines, 
on which are displayed wool pe ts, scarlet cotton handker- 
chiefs, cheap corsets, coloured table-covers, an amazing sacrifice in 


workbaskets, a cheap line in dolls, men’s Oxford shirts, brown 
charity blankets, accordion-pleated skirting, woollen kets, 
rabbit-skin muffs and sets, ded teapot cosies, and a bankrupt’s 
stock of wwelling. 


People out marketing push by and stare first at the goods and 
- Present). gS etibasl woman halts in front of him 


of the gaudy bandannas, comes up, and says, “Can I have that one 
fered an’ yeller % wriggling pattern pn it?” and the martyr, 
ells 


is saying, 


bonnets him, aera tha the five yards of oilcloth she has just 
bought to re-cover the kitchen dresser, and winds h 
middle of an admiring crowd ! 


NOOKS IN THE HOUSES OF FAMOUS MEN. 
(Te be continued.) 

No. 4.—THe Devinium Corree House, Biackrriars Roap 
8.E.. THE OCCASIONAL RESIDENCE OF Mr. MCGOOSELEY. 
RECEIVING no more satisfactory response to my repeated knocks 

than was represented 


in an erratic series of sounds strongly resem- 


bling hiccoughs, I opened the door of the four-pair back which 


stables the person of the renowned Mr. McGooseley in such times 
of fitful affluence as enable him to pay something in advance, and 
walked in. I discovered the distinguished tenant—for such, alas! 
ia the childishness of genius !—recumbent in the midst of a forti- 
fication of empty bottles, with which, no doubt, he had been 
iling the hours in an im- 
Eroenpes game of skittles, and had 
allen into a doze, or daze, from 
the mixed exertion and monotony 
of his one-sided pastime ; even, it 
may be observed, as the happy 
babe “drops off ” when it has tired 
itself out with struggling after 
nothing on the floor, or dashing its 
head against the seat-frames of 
chairs in its .efforts to assume a 
standing posture in space too 
limited to admit of the perform. 
ance. 
1 deemed it a pity to stir the 
eruptive occupier from his seraphic 
reverie, and so left him on the floor 
to observe “ Hiccough” as often as 
he liked, while I leaned against the 
mantelshelf @ /a Harry How, to 
take notes, 

A notable nook in the house, or 
Apartment, of this Famous Man is 
the bedstead —an apparatus of 
such rare infirmity, that the hirer 
will allow no one to turn the 


The Candlestick, 
mattress, lest such a proceeding 
should result in the disturbance of its sole means of Gas held 
together. (V.B.—Not that anybody in the Delirium Cotfee House 
ever threatened the McGooseley bedstead with that dreaded domes- 
tic attention.) The floor beneath the bed 1s covered an inch thick 
with a grey swansdown, or flue. 
which gambols amongst itself very 
excitedly when the draught from 
under the door tickles it up. This 
mat looks so much warmer than 
the patchwork hbo that Mc- 
Gooseley says he thinks of having 
it swept up in a dust-pan one day, 
and woven into a Jaeger coverlet. 
er the scraggy bolster, from 
which the straw protrudes at 
either end, Mr. cGooseley’s 
boots are set. an arrangement 
which suggests that their cele- 
brated proprietor is in the habit of 
waxing oblivious over matters of 
rsonal identity, and depositing 
is boots where he himself ought 
to be, and rice versa. 

A closely - adjoining nook of 
interest, and one which proves 
the freedom of Mr. McGooseley's 
breast from that foppish love of 
appearances which trouble ordi- 


ik: tol, cosepeeed (follooing thea ris) of » back 
of the com; following the ign upwards) of a b 
less chair, meGeomy hat, and a bedroom candlestick—a _firm- 
ness pring given to the joints of this pyramidical structure by an 
irregular pretty solid waterfall of tallow, which, falling from 
the saucer of the candlestick, trickles down the side of the hat, and 
joins the chair in a tenacious mass of gremey cement. Thus it would 
te impossible to upset the candlestick without upsetting the hat 
and chair as well; a matter 
which means an immense 
saving of time to a feeble 
man, who generally arrives 
home in company with a set- 
tled determination to knock 
vital deme: over within his 
reach,\ himself included. 
Perhaps one of the most 
romantic and_ pictu ue 
nooks of all is that whick 


The Trousers. 


Hy ) reveals, dangling from the 
VIEL Wf Y gas-bracket, the pair of Mc- 
y y Gooseley’s trousers; although 

‘ it must be readiiy confessed 


that this charming scene is 
run pretty close in the way 
of romance and picturesque- 
ness, by the towel-horse in an 

ite corner of the room, 


The Shirt. 


pos: 
upon which hangs, in peaceful and axtiete folds, McGooseley's shirt. 
(Note.—Having drawn Mr. McGooseley’s one pair of trousers and 


one shirt, apart and separate from their wearer, our artist has 
ly refrained from embellishing this column with a full- 

mgth portrait of the tenant of the four-pair back. Headers, 
therefore, will kindly picture him lying full-length, for themselves.) 
The most interestiae nook to McGooseley, and not by any means 
un uninteresting one to the author of these Wreck-ollections, is 
the wine-cellar, or fire-place—for it is here, on the cold hearth. 


The Wine-Cellar. 


stone, and among the cold cinders of an early-century fire, that 

the Delirium Cotfee Store's most distinguished patron stocks his 

liquor for a two-days’ maturing, prior to his bi-daily bust up. 
THE BROKER's Man. 
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DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—ROBERT MILNES NEWTON, Esq. ° sealed mph pence lee apaty hirer 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


/ 
iff, lf 
qe 'Y, 


fi f 4, 
something out of « bottle (prod 
Just 


POLIce INTELLIG ROUGH STREET.—THE POLICE AWD THB 


ENCE.— MARLBO 
PUBLIC.—ALEXANDER SLOPER, of somewhat a and who 


gd to say ?—Prisoner : 
said he was well connected, was before w Newton wih consuming enste- 
able liquor elsewhere than on premises, and aleo with resisting the police in 
Sprang recalls poe Delay! anne ag rivenas or pe the prisoner was 
Ly the Attorney and Sol instructed by 
prisoner being in the dock he said hak ae: Sepeeeeents nee ot 
worshi ‘Prisoner: My Lord— Ler 4 our your removed 
worship—I must ask you to — case either unt in the day, or to his worship. 
have it.—Mr. Newton: Why for?— Ob ! your wor- 
Well, I wired to Sir George to instruct cou hurry up with ‘em to: are liable to 
Mai but (| round the court) I don't see ‘em nowheres— ii my friend 
Mr. Newton (drily): Very likely. (ieee ot lene oe SS Se ee oe that witness 
intel: Police-Constable AZ 111, who took the prisoner into —But 
y. addressed the Magistrate, calling his attention to the fact that he stare 
herrsngt chaperone md gre ee Bom Ag Hehe lag a 
ice at ‘8 — Mr. e a e 
rge amount of intelligence, and ordered him a donation the — am mother of five—at ' Fee ee ee Os oeten, re Ok ee 
AZ 111 having thanked his worship, moistened the coin in the usual way and (To the S : A 7 —The Dook . 
pocketing it, proceeded to give his evidence, deposing that at about one o'clock that ANDER SLOPER, you are In vain I sigh, no word of hope escapes her.” —Lord Bob. 
morning he was on duty outside the Criterion when he saw the prisoner drinking the peace during the remainder of “Ten thousaod admirers she has at her feet.” —The Hon, Billy. 


(1) He kisseth his hand to ye faire lndye, heediess of ‘ 
what's before, (3) He therefore comes a cropper. (8) And kiss his hand he'll never more, 


THE LAIRD FOUND OUT. 


(1) The Laird was gettin’ on grand wi’ McSwine’s new servant lass as she was (2) When a roar 0’ “ Profiigate!” cam a’ at frae different pairts o’ the 
gaun oot tae milk the kve the ither een. aye en Me Na baaketiet bred nye) mallarabiapen apt Foye TY 


i 


~~ 
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A 


BS) Sy Md 
Ti) ae 
f /'f, / f 


leaves behind, Funny anecdote and story, Clever verse and witty par, Teem throughout ite many 
ond, Is the day on which at last “SLOPER's pages. In addition, tov, there are All the numerous attractions That you for yourself can see, 3 
Dumb with wonder and amazement From the short announcement that we Publish on page three eight three. Do not miss tt, anwious 
ary bd hdl but two d, Famous artists, reader, Monday nezt, remember Fat La the hoped for, long expected, Great and all 
his great ion Allitsrivals day. Fare thee well till next wee . aotain ws you'll all have naught but praise For that most 


TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. 
No. 7.—HEeR MorNING Tos. 


y 
HOW DOES IT FIT? 


Majer. Tad i I'm always doing good! Only this morn- 
bought a poor beggar a 

Ob that was noble of you. 

deajor, Yaoa—‘twas! How dos ts fue 


gee 


e THE PARROT PREFERRED PROFANITY. | Hf UZ 
tentte Heelball, Ob, George! you soapegrace, your a ae 
Pope shall know of this, Youve been tenching the poor parrot AFTER THREE DAYS’ WORK, 


. I worn't, auntie, really ; I's teachin’ him what “Oh! please, *ere’s the butcher and the oflshop and th Is * and ‘ts thei; A Jim, Well, I di ; strikes me it must be that elbow 
Words is swearin’ | = shitty age Uap. weak px Wl eg Reto Tipecomen ae eT ee wot leaks, oe 


582 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—e-- 


Next Monday! only think of it! next Monday, and the breath- 
lessly -awaited “publication of “ ALLY SLOPER’s CHRISTMAS 
Howways,” wiil 

be an accom. 
lished fact. The 
kminent is no 
duffer at this 
sort of thing ; it’s 
not the first time 
by a long way 
that he's brought 
out a Christmas 
Number; but 
never—no, never 
before has he got 
anywhere near 
the absolutely 
veerlesn excel- 
c Fence of this, his 
latest production. 
We could fili 
columns in praise 
of it d we 
choose. Wecould 
enlarge by the 
hour upon the 
humours of the 
double-page plate 
hy W. F. Thomas; 
the thrilling in- 
terest of Miss Clo 
ves" powerful story ; the beauty of Hal Ludlow’s snappy draw- 
Boxing Night at the Friv.” ; and the rollicking fun o! Angelo 
und ‘Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay Morton's comic song, “ The 


Asher 
Ghost of Mildew Hall.” But we won't. Monday is close at hand, 
and the expenditure of the humble two d, will put you in possession 


vu! this literary treasure. ee 
s 
THF Eminent ia pleased to hear that Mr. Tom Sweeney, late 
Sweeney and Callan, has recovered from his severe illness. Tom 
hax been advised by his doctors not to work his celebrated act 
again, so he is now seeking the post of acting or stage manager. 
A. SLOPER’S good wishes are with him, : 
ss 
= 


THE statement that the Fabric had kindly consented to sing for 
a limited number of nights at the Alhambra happily proves in- 
co rect. The panic-stricken shareholders may, therefore, feel no 
further uneasiness, *.° 


AND so England is about to make the King of Ashanti sit up, 
and a selected number of troops are already well on their way to 
the scene of the ensuing 
fray. What sort of a 
taxk they have before 
them remains to be 
seen, but it is apparent 
that the enemy is held 
in very scant respect 
by the organizing 
authorities, It is 
earnestly to be hoped 
that the mistake of 
under-estimating our 
opponents’ strength 
has not been made, 
and that our little force 
will prove itself easily 
eqnal to the task of 
bringing the dusky 
monarch to subjection. 


Tr is only fair to say 
that there is positively 
no truth in the rumour 
that Mr. Iky Moses has 
been arrested for com- 
plicity in the silver 
robbery. As a matter 
of fact, Iky was in 
quod at the time the 
job was done. 


IN response to numerous enquiries we are authorised to state 
that the Eminent has no idea of insuring his ht, the Zvotsie 
Helle, for £50,000, The real truth is, Lloyd wouldn’t take him at 
any price. ** 


A. SLOPER donned his coat with the pearlies, selected the pair of 
trousers cut sauciest over the kicksies, and went down to Wal- 
worth last week to be present at the opening of the new club- 
room of the South London Costers’ iation. The club is 
intended to afford the barrow merchants a meeting place for 
social intercourse and the transaction of their necessary business, 
and a number of influential gentlemen have interested themselves 
in the movement, and opened their purse-strings in nid of the 
funds, Mr. ’Enery ’Awkins will doubtless be duly grateful. 

ss 
a 

THE cult of the Chrysanthemum is becoming more and more 
understood in this country, and the colossal size and numerous 
varieties of the Japan- 
ese blossoms now 
duced is astonishing. 
Blooming as they do at 
a time when most other 
flowers are exceedingly 
scarce, they are par- 
ticularly welcome, and 
iy de 
would be to beat. 
Almost every place has 
ite Chrysanthemum 
Society now, and stu- 
dious culture has 
brought the flowers to 
such a state of perfec- 


tion that growers have 
but very iftie to learn, 
Poor Arthur 


poor Amy Ree 
hat a pitiable and 
— tragedy ! * 
all ye singe ate 

boys and girls, think 
of it and pause, as the 
temperance lecturers 
ay, , before it is too 


THE weekly house 
dinner of the Rum- 
foozlers’ Club last 
week was followed by 
The Ancient took the 


the jivst smoking concert of the season. 
chair, and was subsequently discovered about 4 A.M. in the neigh- 
bourhood of Bow Strect asserting with quite unnecessary emphasis 
that “it must have been the lobster.” 


’ 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Mr. CARTON must be heartily congratulated upon his meaty 


not only 
clever and in- 
teresting, but 
providing him 
with a part 
eminently 
suited to_his 
atyle. Mr. 
Carton has 
previously 
proved his 
mettle, If he 
had done 
nothing else 


but y 
Mailhe would 
rank as an 
accomplished 
dramatist, 
and though 
The Squire of 77 
Dames can 
hardly be said 
to equal the 
former de- 
lightful work, comparison is obviously unfair. Enough, that it is 
@ success, A genuine success upon its merits, a piece that all play- 
goers will go und sce. *\° 


IN the production of their beautiful Christmas Cards and Rook- 
lets, Messrs. Raphael Tuck and Sons invariably set themselves the 
difficult task of attempting to excel their previous efforts. This, 
however, it has long ceased to be possible to do as regards quality 
and beauty, for the simple reason that they arrived at ection 
long ago. Novelty of design, then, is the only field open to them 
mae it may be said at once that they have done wonders, an 


have yet further enhanced their already world-wide reputation. 
ss 


a 
AS we anticipated, The Lord Mayor was 8 ily withdrawn 
from the Strand, and Nivbe, “all smiles” Niobe, has been put up 
instead. It is a wise and pleasing revival. Niobe can be bracketed 
with The Private Secretary and Charley's Aunt as the three 
funniest and most poplar farces ever Ps uced, ond for this re- 
visit we should be well and truly thankful. 
ss 
s 
Tlenry V.,thetunefully and magnificent! y-mounted musical mono- 
logue, is proving a big attraction at the Oxford The list of variety 
rformers, too, is a particularly ' 
Ras and large one, and includes 
about three-fourths of the London 
star artistes, That's one of the 
best things about the Oxford— 
the show is never “a bit otf.” 
Drop in when you like, you can 
always rely upon an absolutely 
tirst-rate entertainment. 


s 
THE crop of hunting accidents 
this year is already a large one 
Early as it is in the season, quite 
a number of well-known hunting 
men have come to grief—to say 
nothing of less known followers 
of hounds, Last year was a bad 
accident season, this bids fair to 

far exceed it. *,° 


THE Hon. Billy has kindly con- 
sented to allow his name to be 
placed on the list of patrons of 
the Bath Bun Makers’ Benevolent 

— cel papery et 
a sample is sent m 
wainly. This is a real bit of jam 
for Billy, isn’t it? 


= 
“A READER from the First” 
Saag lglg agg apg , Fs , . Rake ss 
sight too ‘or a ha’penny ; it's honestly worth s nce. 
Gender fiton the Arve” he evidiely a.dooold boos fetes 
oe 
s 
THE Moss-Grown Structure has this day been pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon UNCLE BONES, because he's Margate’s 
Only Uncle. “¥eyther,” remarked the Cerulean-Orbed, with 
apparent innocence, as he scanned the diploma, “ Margit wouldn’t 
do for you to live in, that’s certain. With your partiality for the 
leaving shop, what on earth would you do when——”" But the 
Aged guessed what was coming, and a well-aimed boot catching the 
Azure-Eyed fairly upon the potato-trap, stopped the hideous 
insult way. : °° 


BEWARE se cyclists, beware! The long-dreaded blow will not 
be much further delayed—the cycle taxis coming. The Paddington 
Vestry has put in the thin edge of the wedge. It has resolved that 
all cycles ought to be registered and licensed annually, and that a 


moderate tax on all machines not used for trade purposes should 


be im . Other Vestries will follow suit, and who knows but 
Gat e Next Budget may not contain the long evaded and fatal 
clause. 


—— 


HIS PROFESSION. 


School Board Inspector, What's four father, my little man ? 

Little Man, Whot's ‘is trade? "y. ‘e's a burglar, ‘e is, properly; but ’e's bin 
a-doin’ a lot o' pocket-pickin’ lately. Ain't bin ‘ome fur two days; ‘spect 'e’s got 
——! gencr'ly do on that lay. ‘E's a fair mug at the pockets, is farver. 

ter put him dahn as a burglar! 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs 


4 CALENDAR FoR THE WEEK ENDINY DecknoER iru, 1395 
» 1895, 


lst December, 1856.—An equestrian 

was produced this day at Amey Ducrow Ada see 

ees drama, at a memorable rehearsal of which he is ait" 
ve cried out “Cut the cackle and come to the oases,” “Yt! 


2nd December, 1823.—The first st i 
Mechanics’ Institution was laid this day in Southampton Budi 
Many other institutions and institutes were opened all canes 
country but gradually died out. ONCE itlit 


8rd December, 1823.—Belzoni, the Pat: ian Sp 
died this day, Speaking of a pantomime at Dublin ie ote Hs 
took part Kllar the Harlequin says “The young lady who yn.) 
the part of Columbine was of great beauty, and is now ‘the wile of 


fh 
wh 


the celebrated Thomas Moore, the poet. 

4th December, 1821.—James Perry, i 
Morning Chroniele died this day. Soon ane raptor ld = 
was sold to Mr. Clements, the proprietor of the Odsere.!. |”. 


5th December, 1758.—Dr. Shebbenre this day stood jn the 
pillory at Charing Cross for libel. The culprit’s head and fiat i, 
were not enclosed in the holes provided, and “a servant dreced 
ina rich livery, to prevent even the rains from heaven visitin. hi 
too roughly, held an umbrella over his head.” coal 


6th December, 1856.—This day died Baron Nath» 
famous Master of Ceremonies at Roshewville Gardena, Kod c. : : 
was Baron by name, not bs title, but the frequenters of the gani-ng 
oe a Baron, and the large dancing room was callei the 


7th December, 1539.—This day permiasion was grantei t 
Philip, the Landgrave of Hesse, by Luther, and other protcc. 
divines, “to have two wives at the sane time.” pi aac 


—_—————— 


TRIVIAL TOUCHES. 
No. 4.—ToucHING FEMININE MENDACITY, 


THE girl who meekly tells us sue 
Would liefer go meandering 
Alone across the flowery lea, 
Than with some swain philandering ; 
The girl who says she never reads 
Romances with avidity ; 
The girl who quotes mouse-killing deeds 
To prove her intrepidity ; 
The girl who says she can't endure 
To spin through ball-room rushingly = 
These several girls, for certain s 
Are telling fibs unblushingly ! 


The girl who swears her heart has got 
No trace of female vanity ; 

The girl who vows she values not 
Flirtation’s fond inanity ; 

The girl who boasts that she can aim 
A brickbat thrown left-handedly ; 

The girl who'll “scorn to change her name”; 
The girl who tells you candidly 

She loves not bangles, brooches, rings :— 
It needs no perspicacity 

To know that girls who say these things 
Are guilty of mendacity | _ 


The girl who says a prettier girl 
Can with no envy madden her; 

The girl with fringe gone out of curl, 
Who says the fact can't sadden her; 

The girl who swears she ne'er parades 
New dresses ostentatiously :-— 

You bet your boots, these artless maids 
Are speakingly unveraciously. 

But the worst of all the sex's lies, 
*"Gainst truth the greatest mockery, 
Is—when a would-be “general” cries, 
“1 never breaks no crockery!!!” 


——= 


WHAT A LIFE! 


THERE are some things in this sleepy, old-fashioned, fog-bouna 
world of ours that are too cussed even to cuss about, and yet we 
have to put up with ‘em. 

Only the other night—the night it rained ; surely you'll remember 
which night that was ?—a nice little chap (he’s only about 5 fet 
2 inches, and doesn’t weigh an ounce over nine stone and a half) 
jumped on to the Elephant and Castle ’bus at the corner of Bridge 


Street. 

“I'm full inside, mister,” said the aslo driyeany conductor, 
“but go up to the top, there, ag'inst that lady 's leaning on 
the fare board.” 

As he made his way to the top end of the stuffy omnibus, he 
couldn't help feeling ashamed of the many men who were comfort 
ably settled in seats, whilst, hehind him, a pale-faced, sickly =lonkite 
little woman struggled to preserve her equilibrium. So preseully 
he spoke to her. iak 

“You may get a chance of a seat when we're past the obelisk, 
madam,” he said, “ probably some of these unmannerly pigs ot 
getting out at the South London music hall.” cache 

But the woman made no answer. Probably, thou; ht he, she : 
too tired or too disgusted. But one of the men in the seats (vo! 
the remark up. » said 

“Who are you callin’ unmannerly pigs, you skinnygolee? ” s3! 
a burly fellow of the artisan class, sitting on the “ott ” side. ’ 

“You, for one!” cried the little man, pluckil . “IL say thate 4 
man who will stick to his seat like a hog, a let a tired wom! 
stand, isan unmannerly pig. Now then? 


“Oh, don’t give me none of yer lip!” cried the burly cove, 8 


“Yus, me—and quick, too!” . 
The little man pang ba to stand, had, during this pasenze of 
words, been removing his reversible cuffs and puttin gies i tike 
breast pocket. Somehow or other the big man didn’t 100 
going on with the row. 7 ateu 
“Three years ago,” said the little man, quietly, “I was ama 
champion of the light-wei hts on this side of the Thames, “ay 
‘ou're not the first beefy bully I’ve had to teach a lesson e hal 
‘m going to turn you out o' that seat on behalf of this ” bg 
little woman, and if you think you're a better man than bs te ibe 
can baal ~ his and go down aoe side street and 6¢ 
uestion. Now then, out yer come!’ 
‘"in much less time than {t takes to relate it, he had grabbed i 
bully by the collar; also, in much less time than it too 
grab the bully by the collar, the pale, tired little wom: 
grabbed the amateur champion by the hair. | inker's co 
“Hold on, there!” she yelled, “I don't care 4 tin i Rea 
whether I haves a seat or not, but I ain’t going to see my \ i vo of 
lugged about by no champion of the light-weights,—you let & 
his hair this minnit !” : ible cut 
As the little man released his hold, put on his revers! 
and made his way out, he said to the conductor: in't got 
“T've paid to the Elephant but I'll get off here, for ati” 
the patience to ride with sich people, strike me pink, 1 sin t‘ 


oe 


a perfect wreck ; 
for sup 


demanded Charlie, 


“W-h-a-a-t? 


this, yousee, You 
know I'm stage 
manager of an 
amateur dramatic 
club up our way, 
and one of our 
chaps got hold of 
the idea that we 
ought to do some- 
thing in the Hay- 
market style, and 
that he could 
write ao much 
better adaptation 
of the bleseed 
book, than Paul 
Potter has. Well, 
he ground out the 
play all right, and 
then came the task 
of finding a suit- 
able Trilby, and 
the beggars put 
the job on to me.” 


“Yes?” 


see her.” 


judge like that, 


little blush, for m 
“Twas chayreet. 


to me,” 


Saturday, November 30, 1896.) 
SNATCHER'S PALS. 


(To be continued.) 
se 


A DELICATE QUEST. : * You're both very kind,” said my aunt, drily ; “it’s sure to be a 
“HuLLo!” cried Charlie Perkins, looking u from his ledgeras = most instructive evening.” 
n the stairs, “that's Barker, for a certainty, 
the dickens has made him so late.” 
t was Barker, but he might well have been serious trouble with your worthy relative soon, if you insist upon 
For what a mpeotnate he was. Helooked —Jeading me into all these wild dissipations.” 

8 


a footstep sounded o 
at last ; wonder what | 
care ie Ti LW * 
sused for doubting it. 
Speer his head bound up, : 
and sticking-plaster, and he limped painfully, and leaned heavily you know you made me promise to take you.” 
vort upon his walking-stick. i 
“ Bikes alive! my dear fellow, what have you been doing?” Jaughing; “but there, we won't quarrel over that, The question 
in astonishment ; “been ina railway accident? is, how are we going to get out of the difficulty ?’ 
tch 2?” suggested Walker. 
wretch painfully divested himself of hig 
intoachair. ‘ Don’t worry me, you chaps, 
e me time to collect myself, and I'll tell sou 
to sind a Trilby.” 


* Or a football ma 
The poor half-crippled 
coat, and sank weakl 
please,” he said; “g ’ 
all about it; J’re been trying 


“Trying to find a Trilby, 


someone with a decent 
my mind all the girls 1 knew, 
only one on whose feet I cou 


“Go on, old man,” said Perkins, encouragingly. 

“Well, 1 got over there last night about seven, and Cora came 
down to sce me in the drawing-room. She was delighted with the 
idea—regularly jumped at the notion the moment I told her what 
I'd come about. Of course she's read f 
and all that, and we hadn't been talking long before she got so 
enthusiastic over it all that 1 thought I might as well ask her if 
she'd mind showing me her foot, just to let me see if I thought she 
really had a ‘Trilby,’ you know. 
showed me her shoe, but I told her it was quite im ible to 
: hat, e rather blushed at this, but after a little 
maidenly hesitation, went behind a screen and came back with one of ALICE. 
her shoes and stockings off. : 


1, of course it was a stupid thing to 
to, but I bent down and kissed’ it—kissed it at the very moment 
that the door opened and her father entered the room.” 
“Well? we enquired, breath] 
Well,” said Barker, «i 


and strictly classical ; and we 


‘oncently, “this is what he did 


THE STEAM-TROLLER. 


(Pike-fiching by steam has just been successfully tried on the Norfolk Broads.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


TIVOLI THEATRE, STRAND, November 14th, 1895. 

My Dear ALLY,—1 must warmly thank you for the high honour 
you have conferred by shedding u; me the “Award of Merit,” 
which is coveted even by Monarchs. My dear friend (for I may 
now address you as such) 1 much appreciate your kindly sentiments 
as to my compositions, also do 1 those of the blue-eyed Alexandry. 
You always look so thoroughly happy when you are at Zhe Tivoli, 
that your very appearance inspires us, and makes our music go 
with an extra amount of lilt, while ever-genial Vernon Dowsett is 
in a chronic state of good humour. Do you know, dearALLy, that 
ever since I received the framed “ Award of Merit,” 1 seem to be 
haunted by a certain “Ghost,” not entirely unknown at “ Mildew 
Hall,” the story of which will shortly be graphically recorded by 
that famous bard, Richard Morton, F.0.8.—Oh ! shadow of “ Ta-ra- 
ra-boom-de-ay | ”"—The grim spectre follows me where’er I go, and 
I fear it will not release me until your “CHristMas HOLIDAYS” 
appears on December 2nd. We may then succeed in searing the 
hobgoblin by the Family's lively singing of my music, to the 
charming ge accompaniment of the sweet Tootsie. Mighty 


Friend of Man, once more kindly accept the sincerest thanks of 
yours very cordially, ANGELO A, ASHER, F.O.S. 
ee 
THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
( Continued.) 


BLANCHE PROVIDES A SURPRISE. 
Ir a thunderbolt had suddenly fallen into our midst, dear Diary, 


There are few living dogs who have more friends than A. SLOPER's Snatcher. jt could not have caused me more consternation than my aunt's 
f Battersea all know him to 
fidence. The above is 


bet his intelligence io Bere; in wich be oun manipulate o 
hout yaying for it, justifies his title. He avoided my glance, and turned emilingly to Aunt Keziah, 
door 


to, and many enjoy his closest announcement that she intended to accompany us the followin 
corp eeelgg myer ey ie ‘evening. Here was the first result of our deceit. I laokec 


reproachfully across the tea-table at Blanche, but she studiously 


“I'm sure,” she said, sweetly — oh! how I envied her self- 
sion—“ I’m sure both your nephew and | will be delighted 
to have you with us, won't you, Septimus?” 
“Of course we shall,” I anid quickly, trying to look as if I meant 
it, and failing most pitiably in the attempt. 


at a quarter to four, on the 
vents together. 


“Now you've done it, young fellow,” said Blanche, when we 
were left alone very shortly after; “really, you'll get me into 


face covered in bruises “Me!” I said indignantly. “Oh! how can you say it?’ Why, 


“Yes, that’s right, blame it all on to poor little me,” she said, 


“ Oh! we shall have to go,” I said, desperately. 

“To the Pavilion?” 

“No, to Exeter Hall, of course!” 

Blanche pondered. “1 suppuse there's really no help for it,” she 
said, at last. ‘‘ Dear, dear, dear, what an exciting time 1 am having.” 

The following morning, however, Blanche came down vomplain- 


* repeated Barker, slowly, “It’s like ing of a most terrible toothache. My aunt procured numerous 


remedies, but they none of them seemed to have the slightest 
effect, and by the afternoon the pain became so intense, that 
Blanche was compelled to abandon all idea of going to the lecture. 
My aunt most kindly volunteered to stay at home also, but our fair 
visitor would not hear of it and said she would lie down all the 
evening and try and ces to sleep. 

Aunt Keziah and J, accordingly, started for Excter Hall about 
six, and I am sorry to have to confess, dear Diary, that I almost 
found myself wishing it was the Pavilion. I don’t think I care so 
much for lectures as I did ; I seem to have lost my taste for them 
somehow, lately, and I was heartily glad when it was all over. 

Miss Fairleigh, said my aunt's maid, was still in her room, and 
as the door was locked and there was no light or sound, my aunt 
said no doubt she had gone to sleep at last, worn out with pain, and 
decided not to disturb her. 1 had been in bed about five minutes, 
when a handful of gravel thrown against my window caused me to 
jump up with a start. Pulling up the blind and throwing up the 
sash, 1 leant out cautiously, and inquired, “Whos there?” At 
the same moment, a figure copra from the shadow of the porch, 
and the bright moonlight fell full upon her face, 

dt was Blanche Fairleigh, 


(To be continued next week.) 


Wext Monday, Dec. 2nd. Twopence. 


“Well, you see, of course it was a devilish delicate mission, 
None of the regular lady members of our company were any good. ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
because there isn’t one of °em who takes less than sixes, and to find 
ir of feet was a necessity. I ran over in 
and came to the conclusion that the 
id really rely, was a Miss Cora Bayley, 
whose people are rather big swells over Brixton way. I didn't 
think I'd waste any time writing, especially as we were rather hard 
pressed for time, so 1 made up my mind to run up one evening and 


Amcogst a wealth of good things will be found 
A Large Plate by W. F. THOMAS, 


* ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS SPREAD.” 
A Story by OLO. GRAVES, 
“TrEH LOST CHRISTMAS.” 
A Comic Song by RICHARD MORTON and ANGELO A. ASHER, 


“THE GHOST OF MILDEW HALL.” 


A Cartoon by W. F. THOMAS, 


“THE ‘NEW’ MRS. SLOPER.’’ 
And a Splendid Drawing by Hat LUDLOW, 


**BOXING NIGHT AT THE ‘FRIV.’’’ 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


the book and the criticisms, 


She raised her skirt a little and 


i . ‘There,’ she said, holding it out witha i 
inspection, ‘ what do you think of that?’ ¥ I were mean, morose, and grim, 
nerfect poem of a foot, white, small, More slow of soul than large of limb, 


My spirit laden to the brim 
With envies, hatreds, malices, 
Those passions, with their baneful blight, 


essly, Would from my heart take instant flight 


When on me beamed her eyes so bright 
Those pure soft eyes of Alice's! 


If [ were offered ninety-nine 

Delicious draughts of dreamy wine, 

All sparkling in the shimmering shine 
Of gold or silvern chalices, 

I'd hurl, with r finger-tips, 

Them all to carth for three long sips 

Of the sweetness of my darling’s lipsp— 
Those luscious lips of Alice's! 


J£ I the dearest love could gain 
Of all the sprites in heaven's domain, 
Or all the stately queens who reign 
In fine terrestrial palaces, 
I'd yield them all, with all their charms, 
To nestle, free from doubt’s alarms, 
One moment in my loved one's arms— 
hose fair, white arms of Alice's! 


Ho! Jack-fehing friend, 
1 pray you atten 
To a fanciful, 
Chance-iful, 
Pike-fishing scheme * 
‘Twas recently tried | 
On a Norfolk Broad-side, 
Where lately— 


Sedately— 
They jack-fished by Steam ! 


Your line you pay out ae 
Irom your steam - whistle’s 


snout— HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


uite cutel 
Chea suayy— “ THE Ho(1)mes of England” : Sherlock the Detective. 
Far out in the stream. “THE Kiel Row”: A tier of tubs containing Kiel butter. 
And when your bait goes, A MAN with “ his heart in his mouth”: The epicure. 
Your Pike whistle blows, THE Latest Hark-tick Exploration: The Twins smashing up 
For youre “ landing "— SLOPER'S best clock to learn where the sound came from. 
“ ONCE more (r)un-fortunate,” as Bill Sikes said, when his legs 


No standing— f 
It’s all done by Steam ! had him out of reach of the pursuing policeman. 
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THE BRIGANDS. 
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CHAPTER XI. 


Caro.us LUIG1I CoRREGGIO was not particularly well up in the 
show business, and scarcely knew how he was to set about exhibit- 


The band were gathered round the watch fire, 


ing the victim of his hypnotic machinations, The best plan would 
be to wait for the inspiration of the moment for introducing his 
novel and moral entertainment to the attention of his hoped-for 
audience. His chance came. 

The band were gathered round the watch fire. Some slept and 
snored, others smoked lazily, The man who had been mesmerized 
was one of the latter. 

Carolus Luigi Correggio approached close to him. He was tellin 
a story of blood and murder—how he had killed three people and 
robbed them all. Just as he reached the most interesting part of 
his narrative, Corregzio willed that the man should sleep, and that 
he should hitch off into a singularly wearisome poem by a local 

poet. His auditors yelled in agony, and one threw a chunk of 
rewood at him. 

* Don’t hurt him,” said Carolus ; “don't hurt him for he is not 
to blame. 1 ca him to forget his story.” 

“You caused him?” shouted one of the brigands, “you caused 
him to switch off a nice story, and run out that drivel of poetry ?” 

“Yes, I caused him to do so. I can make him do anything !” 

“Yah, what are you giving us?” said two or three of the group. 

“ Well, look here,” 
said Correggio, and 
making a few passes 
over his victim's 
forehead, he whis- 
pered to him that he 
was a dog. 

Instantly the man 
was on all fours and 
barking. Then Cor- 
reggio told him he 
was an automatic 
pump, and the man 
Jumped up and be- 
gan to work onearm 
as if the safety of 
the world from a 
flood depended on 
his exertions. 

“ Look here, young 
man,” said a crime- 
stained member of 
the group, “that's 
very funny. I admit, ° 
but you'd better 
allow that you are 
attempting to hum- 
bug us.” 

“Not a bit of it,” 
said Correggio, 
promptly. 

“You mean to say 
“You are attempting to humbug us.” you haven't made 

this job up between 
you? Now be careful how you answer, yous man.” 
moe said Correggio. “Why, the man knows nothing 
about it.” 

“What you are doing with him, you could do with anyone, I 
ae a ?” said the man, with a concealed sneer. 

: le not sure,” said Correggio, modestly ; “ but I would 
ry my a : 

“ Then try with me,” said the brigand, blandly. 

rreggio was somewhat startled at the proposal. He would try, 

He invited the brigand to sit in an easy attitude, and to think 
of nothing. Then they began to stare at one another. Minute 
after minute elapsed. The brigand had hardly carried out Cor. 
reggio’s instructions. He had not entirely given up his thouzhts, 
and so the mesmeric influence worked slowly. At last, however, 
Coarengso saw the man’s chin fall to his chest, and his eyes dull, 
and Correggio knew he had another victim to his mesmeric 
influence. 

A few passes over the eyes of the brigand. completed Correggio's 
power, and in a minute or two, he too, was barking like a dog and 
cutting amusing capers. A bottle of water was got, and the two 
victims were invited to enjoy a carouse on its contents. They 
declared it was the 
finest wine they had 
ever tasted, and 
quaffed it off in tum- 
blers full, and gradu- 
ally got into a most 
enviable condition of 
tipsiness, 

‘heircondition was 
doubly enviable be- 
cause for some time 
the brigands had been 
rather out of wine, 
and the spectators 
rather thought they 
would like to havea 
similar experience. 

“But what about 
the consequence of all 
this juggling, would 
they bealways thus?” 
was asked. 

“Certainly not,” 
eaid Correggio; and 
with a wave of his 
hand he awakened 
his victims, 

Both declared they 
were quite uncon- 
scious of what had 
happened, and the 
temptation of even 
an imaginary carouse 
was such that the other seven brigands demanded to be put to 
sleep instantly, each stipulating that he was to have a carouse 
as part of the proceedings. 

(Zo be continued neat week.) 


Most enviable condition of tipsiness. 
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ers of the profession there be who will fail to 
very excellent likeness which we have so much 
ling to our gallery this week. For Nr. Levilly, 
nle hans rests the business arrangements of the 
nee of Wales's Theatres, is perhaps the best and 
ting manager in London. But it is not alone in 

hat our hero numbers his friends, for 
civilised countries which Mr. Levilly has not 
ourse of a most adventurous career. winally an 
, he toured with Madame Patti, playing lead ing 
at success, until he had the misfortune to lose his 


when the famous diva made him her business 

g 6 visit to the principal cities of the world. As (1) City in the morning, (2) The rush tocatch the ehiter eee, «(On ths Sett, “Well (0) The dear ie, after (6) And the evening 
manager ywas associat grea’ played match. . 

one! Mapiezon, so that his eutertaining recol- platform, “ 

fill a book, Our hero speaks numerous langua 

b of sufficient eminence to have been represente: THE RETORT COURTEOUS. GIRLS ©NOOK’S HAD ROWS WITH. | THINGS ARE LOOKING UP, 


a the Paris salon, Chietiy because he's a Prince 

acting managers, he was created F.0.S., an] the 

of Merit’ presented to him October 19th, 1895," 
—Deorett Improved, 


ATTENDING TO BUSINESS 


Jinks (to Binks, who is forid). This wind'’s made your 


(entering unexpectedly), Do I pay you, Mr. face jolly red, old man, 
as my typewriters? Rinks (to Jinks, who ts carrotty). It's had the same in succession, we really don’t wonder that Bookstall Keeper. Star? , 5 
ever meant to ask you to, sir. effect on your hair, old man. she gave him a bit of her mind, Juvestor, Star be blowed! No; Financial News! 


IN MONKEYLAND. 


“T am sorr 
Holidays, which 
but that a man a 
who'had been as 


GAMEY. 
remember reading in the reports that birds were 
ee I'm hanged if I thought they were as 


NORST OF A “NOM DE PLUME.” 


She. Dull play, isn't it? 
He, Frightfuli 


= 


She, Can you sit it out ? 
He, Must! I'm the author. (3) The Judge. (4) Some of the Jury. 
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